i4                  TURKEY IN TRAVAIL
town. I stepped out of the palm-groves to look and
there over the open, where for many months no one
had dared to walk, came small bodies of men. They
were the Turks.
I was disappointed. They were dirty, unshaved,
ill-dressed, ragged rapscallions of men. I was piqued
that we should have surrendered to so tatterdemalion
a crew. I had not yet realized that it is only the British
soldier who loses his military efficiency when he is
dirty.
They came in methodically, taking up posts from
where they commanded all entrances and exits. The
Arabs were shouting with delight, leaping and salaaming
and offering them food. They had not starved, these
Arabs, by the look of them, and they were offering
fresh mutton and white bread free as gifts of peace.
The Turks were but little impressed. When they
got in the way they drove them on one side. They
had had many proofs of their loyalty before. I could
have thanked a mounted officer who kicked full in the
mouth an Arab who tried to kiss his boot. It was ever
so with these Arabs ; they sung songs to and cringed
before the victors and mutilated the wounded of the
defeated.
I fell in my men and moved off to our rendezvous.
Then I realized that we were prisoners, for we were
roughly halted by dirty fellows and searched and dis-
armed. At every few yards we had to stop and beg
leave to advance from apathetic and supercilious young
officers. My whole spirit revolted, for I had never
learnt to cringe.